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turned to his study, where he picked up the poker, and
stirred the remains of the fire absently.

One might have judged from his quiet smile that he
too had enjoyed the conversation.

To Dr. Priestley dinner was more than the most im-
portant meal of the day. It was a rite, to be performed
with due solemnity and elaboration. He was an epi-
cure, and proud of the fact. He insisted upon good ioqd
and good wine, and he liked to consume them in con-
genial company.                                                       jt
It was not surprising, therefore, that he should invite
his old friend Doctor Oldland to dinner, two evenings
later. He had known Oldland intimately many years
before, but for various reasons had lost sight of him.
The circumstances surrounding the death ot a mutual
friend, Sir John Claverton, had brought them together
again, and since then Oldland had been a fairly frequent
visitor to Dr. Priestley's house in Westbourne Terrace,
That is, when the demands of his extensive and flourish-
ing practice in South Kensington allowed him the neces-
sary leisure.
They had finished dinner and repaired to the study,
which, as Dr. Priestley always maintained, was the
most comfortable room in the house. They sat on
opposite sides of the fire, and at Oldland's elbow was a
table bearing a siphon of soda and a decanter of whisky,
Dr. Priestley was always careful to study his guest's
tastes.                                *
" Faversham was dining with me a couple of nights
ago/' remarked Dr. Priestley casually, during a pause
in the conversation.
" Is he living in town now, then?" replied Oldland.